Life and Luxury
He calls to Ms legs; "oh, stiffen, stiffen!" and still He waits and dithers    Now the trembling scale Of timeless pain crashes suddenly down, And life's a puffed-out flame
Thus the poet
Of bygone England (as an alchemist After ill magics and long labours wrought Seals in the flask his magistermm, Lest volatile it waste among the winds, And all men breathe a never-ageing youth) Found way to pend within his body life And what of pain or interwoven joy Life brings to poets.    Friend, I do not gulp And weep with maudlin, sentimental tears, Lacking a late lamented golden age The more of life was ever misery's, And Socrates won hemlock    Yet before Was man so constant enemy to man ? Did earth grow bleak at all these purposeless, Rotting and blotting, roakmg, smoking chimneys ? Look, men are dying, women dying, children dying They sell their souls for bread, and poison-filths Whiten their flesh, bow their bodies.    Crippled, Consumption-spotted, feeble-mmded, sullen, They seek, bewildered, out of black despair, The star of life, so, dying a Christian death, Lie seven a grave unheedful.    " Bad as that ? Put down five hundred on the Lord Mayor's list After the cost of organizmg's paid There'll still be something left.    Besides, it looks well, And charity brings the firm new customers Not that I hold with all this nonsense really When I was young I'd nothing more than they, But I climbed, and trampled other people down.
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